A     LONDON     YEAR

well-upholstered woman disengages herself from a
group of people who are pink with pretending not
to bore each other. She is your hostess. She is
dear Lady Maud Ffootle.

* I'm so glad you've come !' she says, and at the
back of your mind you wonder if she knows who
you are !   Then, with a gesture, she introduces you
to the crowd and you feel like a child being com-
pulsorily bathed.   The men are either so old that
they can say anything to a woman of thirty-five
without being offensive, or so young that everything
they say is questionable.   You retreat therefore to
a couch covered with women where, holding a cup
containing some good aromatic tea and a slice of
lemon, you assume a sort of mordant gaiety as you
nibble  a  sandwich  and say c Splendid !'  before
the person telling the story has reached the point
of it.

* His Grace the Bishop of Boom !'

The butler's voice seems to be wearing a rich cope.
You realize that the advance guard of those rein-
forcements has arrived ! The bishop, exhaling a
plump joy, walks into the mob like a black Buff
Orpington and has soon shaken off everybody but
the prettiest girl in the room.

6 Lord Boodle !'

This time the butler's voice is trimmed happily
in ermine ; and you know that the anticipated
reliefs have arrived.

Just as your wandering wits are returning and
three handsome semi-detached women obviously
think you the wittiest thing in creation, your hostess
sweeps up and with the air of confiding that a
guest has forgotten to put on trousers (but will you
be darlings and forget it because he's eccentric?)

108